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Without Seeming to Care at All


Professional Bartenders


Nearly everyone who works in the bar is trying to make it as an artist or something. We are trying to make it as dancers, writers, shoemakers and DJs, actors, tattooists, costume designers and developers. The head of security runs a record label and Little Luke just got back from running on a film set in LA.


We do not care about the bar and yet we find we cannot help but care a little. Do not care, we say, as we pick at a sticky piece of gum on the table. Do not care, as we stack menus neatly beside the cask pumps. But often it is so busy there is no time to talk to ourselves, there is no time to remember that we do not care.


Sometimes people ask us what else we do. They want to know what we are trying to make it as. Is it not enough to work in a bar, we think? Why do we have to be trying to make it? It is exhausting being two people all the time. Nothing else, we say, just a professional bartender. We want it both ways.


Regeneration


On this sliver of island between the A road and the canal we will not last much longer. We will keep on until we get thrown out of our warehouses because it is still cheaper and better than anywhere else. We cannot sleep for the sound of cranes and drills. In the grey dawn, construction workers in high visibility jackets watch us stagger home.


Squee


A certain woman is entitled to free drinks. She has a black cat called Squee who goes everywhere with her. He curls up on her lap while she drinks her free drinks and flirts with the boys behind the bar.


She says she has lived on the island for longer than any of us. When she arrived with Squee all the warehouses round here were squats and there were no bars, breweries or coffee shops. We did what we wanted, she says. It was real rock ‘n’ roll.


Then people started paying to live in the warehouses and other people opened bars, breweries and coffee shops and people came from elsewhere to eat and drink and it was all because they wanted to be close to the real rock ‘n’ roll.


After a few drinks she says, people like you are just here because of people like me. Squee cannot bear it when she is drunk and goes out the front to stare at the birds on the canal.


She wants us to think she gets her free drinks because she is the mother of the island. But really it is because of Squee. Every night we lock him in the bar and every morning he leaves a neat pile of dead mice. It is cheaper than paying for pest control.


Fast Food


The owners call the head chef into their office and ask her if it is true that X is taking speed at work. The head chef says it is true but adds that she does not consider X a problem. The real problem for me is Y, she says. What is Y doing? ask the owners. Well he’s the only one not taking speed, says the head chef, and he’s just not fast enough.


Summer and Winter


In the summer everyone comes to the island, the bars around the car park are always full and every day is a fiesta. There are more shifts available and we have more money. The shifts are harder and longer but when they are done we are flush with adrenaline and cash. Every conversation seems full of possibility: what drugs can we get? what DJs are on? who’s sleeping with who? Our friends from elsewhere come to the island and we all go out together, drinking and snorting, gibbering and dancing until the window panes turn white with sun. After, we stagger back to someone’s room to take downers and fall asleep on their sofa.


In the winter, no one comes to the island, the bars are empty and the days drag. There are fewer shifts and less cash. We cannot afford the drugs or the tickets to see the DJs. We do not ask who is sleeping with who because we know the answer. We are each other’s only company and we are bored by the sound of our voices.


Once in a while someone will say, enough is enough. They will call friends from elsewhere, friends they have not seen in a long time, perhaps the same friends who came to the island in the summer. They will call them and arrange to go for a drink. Any place except the island, they will say. Then they will go off to the centre or even the other end of the city. But they always wash back in on the last train to find us drinking in the bar. We make them stand there for a bit, holding their hat in their hands like an apology, before we make room for them on the sofa.
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